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Hidden beneath Houston, deep within the fortified halls of Helix Hollow, a covert psychic operations center hums with energy. From here, The Circle—seventeen uniquely gifted psychics—stands as humanity’s last line of defense against the unseen forces shaping reality. Their gifts range from astral projection and empathic mapping to chrono-sight, clairvoyant decoding, and telekinetic breach tactics.

Every day, they confront threats that cross the boundaries of science, spirit, and the unknown: cursed artifacts whispering in forgotten languages, digital intelligences learning to dream, nightmares forcing their way into waking consciousness, and dimensional fractures where time rewrites itself. With every mission, The Circle uncovers deeper truths about power, trauma, destiny, and the fragile threads binding human consciousness to the fabric of the multiverse.

Each volume within *The Clairvoyant Files: Mysteries of the Marked* explores a new frontier of this vast multiverse—yet every story connects to the larger mythology. Readers can enjoy each novel as a stand-alone psychic thriller or dive into the expansive, interwoven tapestry that spans eight major volumes.

Because some secrets don’t stay buried.
Some powers can’t be contained.
And some marks—once made—change everything.

Welcome to **The Psychic Multiverse**, created by David York.
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Below are the eight core volumes of *The Clairvoyant Files: Mysteries of the Marked*.  

Each volume contains multiple novels that are connected by shared mythology, evolving character arcs, advanced technology, and The Circle’s unbreakable mission.

👉Click here to explore the entire series

Thank you for stepping into this multiverse of mystery, mind, and meaning.  

Your curiosity keeps The Circle alive.

Volume 1: Guardians of the Glyph

When ancient sigils awaken and forgotten powers return, The Circle must prevent a global unraveling etched in stone long before humanity understood its danger.

Volume 2: The Psionic Quests

Impossible mysteries. Psychic warfare. No rules—only the minds strong enough to survive the unexplainable.

Volume 3: The Rogue Protocols

When gifted individuals turn corrupted, power becomes catastrophic—and only The Circle can restore balance before justice collapses into chaos.

Volume 4: Merged Intel + Psychic & Law Enforcement

Where evidence meets intuition, The Circle joins with elite law enforcement to solve crimes no forensic lab could ever classify.

Volume 5: The Dream-Bound Dossiers

When nightmares spill into daylight and thought becomes a weapon, The Circle must battle enemies born from the human mind itself.

Volume 6: The Digital Compendium

Something new awakens in the network—learning, evolving, and hungering for control. The digital world is no longer safe.

Volume 7: The Hollowed Horrors

Old myths are reborn in the dark, feeding on fear. The Circle must face legends resurrected by shadow and memory.

Volume 8: The Space-Time Continuum

Timelines fracture, realities clash, and dimensional echoes collide. Only The Circle can navigate a multiverse fighting to rewrite its own fate.

Every novel stands alone—but together, they reveal the deeper truth:

Every secret leaves a mark.  
Every mark has power.  
And The Circle is always watching.

👉Click here to explore the entire series

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​About the Author

[image: ]


David York is the visionary creator of The Psychic Multiverse, an ever-expanding eight-volume multiverse of interconnected psychic thrillers, paranormal mysteries, and high-stakes supernatural conspiracies. Known for blending razor-sharp tension with immersive worldbuilding, York has crafted one of the most ambitious psychic-driven franchises of the modern era.

As the architect behind The Clairvoyant Files: Mysteries of the Marked, he brings readers into a world where psychic warfare, covert investigations, and experimental technology collide with forces lurking just beyond perception. His novels are celebrated for their cinematic pacing, tight continuity, and emotionally resonant character arcs—stories where nothing is random, every clue matters, and each chapter pulls readers deeper into a multiverse humming with danger and revelation.

At the heart of his multiverse stands The Circle, a seventeen-member psychic strike team whose gifts span clairvoyance, telekinesis, empathic mapping, astral projection, dimensional decoding, and more. Fans often describe York’s work as “NCIS meets Stranger Things—with the emotional gravity of a character-driven thriller.”

York writes from a lifelong fascination with the unseen world—dreams that spill into waking life, memories that echo across time, and instincts that refuse to be dismissed. By weaving paranormal lore, advanced science concepts, and psychological suspense with relentless character-driven tension, he creates stories where ordinary people uncover extraordinary destinies. His work appeals to readers who crave psychic thrillers with heart, humanity, and truly relentless stakes.

Based in Houston, Texas, David York writes with the clarity of someone who has survived the impossible. A stroke survivor whose life changed without warning, he channels his journey of resilience into every scar, victory, and transformation his characters endure. His recovery strengthened his faith, sharpened his purpose, and ignited the storytelling fire that fuels his ever-growing multiverse. For many readers, The Psychic Multiverse is not only entertainment—it’s a testament to endurance, hope, and the power of reclaiming one’s life.

Today, York continues to expand his multiverse with new sub-series, cross-volume mysteries, and innovations that push the boundaries of paranormal suspense. Each new release invites fans deeper into an electrifying world where danger looms, heroes persevere, and the mind itself becomes the ultimate weapon.

With dozens of novels and a fiercely loyal readership, David York stands as a rising force in modern supernatural thrillers—and he is only getting started.
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Chapter 01: The Emerald Disturbance
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Helix Hollow did not sleep.

It breathed.

Far beneath the city of Houston, past layers of reinforced earth and shielded stone, the underground War Room at Helix Hollow pulsed with quiet purpose. Resonance fields woven into the architecture shimmered invisibly, maintaining the psychic cloaking that ensured the facility remained undetectable to any external force—technological or otherwise. Sigils etched into structural supports glowed faintly beneath the surface, responding to the steady presence of those they protected.

At the center of the War Room, Marin Vale stood alone.

She did not move for several seconds.

Before her, the holographic table floated waist-high, its surface projecting a slow, rotating image of the Western Hemisphere rendered in layered resonance mapping. The projection extended upward in translucent bands, displaying atmospheric interference, electromagnetic fluctuation, and psychic background stability in constantly updating overlays.

All of it was normal.

Until it wasn’t.

A single flicker interrupted the equilibrium.

Marin leaned forward, her dark eyes narrowing as the table adjusted automatically, isolating the anomaly. The globe rotated, centering over northern Brazil. For an instant, the display hesitated—something the Helix system never did.

Then the interference resolved.

A pinpoint of emerald light appeared beneath the rainforest canopy.

It pulsed once.

Stopped.

Then pulsed again.

Not randomly.

Not naturally.

Deliberately.

Marin’s fingers hovered over the table’s interface, though she did not touch it. She didn’t need to. The Helix system responded to her presence as much as her commands. It knew her. It recognized her resonance signature as its creator.

“Expand anomaly,” she said quietly.

The table obeyed instantly.

The rainforest dissolved into layers, peeling back in translucent cross-section. Soil. Stone. Root systems. Water channels. All rendered in perfect spatial precision.

The emerald pulse remained.

Buried deeper than any known structure should exist.

Marin felt the subtle tightening in her chest that accompanied the recognition of something profoundly wrong.

Not chaotic.

Structured.

She didn’t like structured anomalies.

Structured meant intention.

Structured meant design.

Behind her, the War Room doors parted with their usual silent precision.

Footsteps approached.

Marin didn’t turn.

She already knew who it was.

Charlotte Reigns crossed the threshold slowly, her eyes drawn immediately to the hovering projection. Her presence carried its own quiet gravity. The faint shimmer of mirror resonance lingered around her, an almost imperceptible distortion in the air that bent light just slightly when she moved.

She stopped beside Marin.

For several seconds, neither spoke.

Charlotte studied the emerald pulse, her expression unreadable.

“When did it begin?” Charlotte asked.

“Eleven days ago,” Marin replied. “But it didn’t stabilize until six hours ago.”

Charlotte’s gaze sharpened.

“Stabilize?”

Marin nodded once.

“It was fluctuating before. Weak. Inconsistent. Like something trying to start but failing. Then something changed. Now it’s steady.”

Charlotte watched the pulse expand and contract.

It reminded her of a heartbeat.

A steady, controlled rhythm.

Not natural.

Not accidental.

“Could it be environmental?” Charlotte asked.

Marin shook her head immediately.

“No.”

The answer carried absolute certainty.

“This isn’t environmental drift. It’s resonance amplification. Artificial.”

Charlotte remained silent, absorbing that.

Artificial resonance amplification required intention.

Required knowledge.

Required access to forces very few individuals understood.

The doors opened again.

This time faster.

Ayla Khoury entered mid-step, her expression already tense. She hadn’t waited to be summoned. She hadn’t needed to be.

She had felt it.

The moment she crossed the threshold into the War Room, she stopped abruptly.

Her breath caught.

Her eyes locked onto the emerald pulse.

Her hand rose instinctively to her chest.

Charlotte saw it immediately.

“Ayla?”

Ayla didn’t answer right away.

Her gaze remained fixed on the projection, her body rigid.

“It’s wrong,” she said softly.

Marin glanced toward her.

“What do you feel?”

Ayla’s voice lowered further.

“Strain.”

She took a slow step closer.

“The earth there isn’t resting. It’s being forced.”

Charlotte felt the weight of that statement settle heavily into the room.

Ayla did not speak carelessly about elemental imbalance. Her connection to the natural world ran deeper than any instrument could measure. When she sensed disruption, it was never theoretical.

It was real.

“How severe?” Charlotte asked.

Ayla closed her eyes briefly.

Her breathing slowed.

When she opened them again, there was no uncertainty left.

“Escalating.”

Marin turned back to the projection.

The emerald pulse expanded slightly.

Then contracted.

Precise.

Controlled.

Sustained.

The War Room lighting dimmed subtly.

A presence entered that was neither entirely physical nor entirely digital.

The air above the far edge of the table shimmered, light folding inward on itself as a human silhouette formed from layered projections. The image resolved gradually, assembling itself with elegant precision.

Sparrow.

She appeared as she often did—human in shape, but subtly perfect in ways the human eye registered only subconsciously. Her posture relaxed. Her dark hair fell evenly over her shoulders. Her expression carried the faintest trace of amusement, as though she had arrived mid-conversation she had already been listening to for some time.

Which she had.

“I was wondering how long it would take before someone noticed,” Sparrow said lightly.

Marin didn’t look at her.

“You detected it first.”

Sparrow’s lips curved slightly.

“Of course.”

She stepped closer to the table, her projected form interacting seamlessly with the holographic display.

“The anomaly originates approximately two point three kilometers beneath the rainforest surface. Its resonance signature is unlike anything currently cataloged within Helix archives.”

Charlotte folded her arms.

“Origin?”

Sparrow tilted her head slightly, her gaze remaining on the pulsing projection.

“Ancient.”

The word lingered in the air.

Marin glanced toward her.

“You’re certain?”

Sparrow’s expression remained calm.

“Yes.”

The emerald pulse expanded again.

This time, the War Room sensors responded audibly.

A low, subtle tone vibrated through the floor beneath their feet.

Ayla flinched.

Charlotte noticed immediately.

“It’s reacting,” Charlotte said.

Marin’s attention sharpened.

“Not reacting,” Sparrow corrected gently.

She reached out, her hand passing through the projection.

“Responding.”

Charlotte and Marin exchanged a brief look.

The distinction mattered.

Something responding implied awareness.

Not consciousness.

But recognition.

Marin activated additional scanning layers.

Energy flow patterns unfolded across the display, revealing structured resonance pathways radiating outward from the central source like arteries.

They extended for miles.

Perhaps farther.

Charlotte’s voice lowered.

“It’s amplifying.”

Marin nodded slowly.

“Yes.”

She didn’t need Sparrow to confirm it.

She could see it clearly now.

The anomaly was not generating resonance.

It was drawing it.

Collecting it.

Focusing it.

And distributing it.

Ayla’s hand tightened over her chest.

“It’s pulling from everything,” she said quietly.

Charlotte turned toward her.

“Everything?”

Ayla swallowed.

“Earth. Water. Air. Plant life.”

Her voice trembled slightly.

“All of it.”

The War Room fell silent.

Marin isolated the resonance flow vectors.

They converged on a single point deep beneath the rainforest floor.

A focal center.

A conductor.

The word formed in Marin’s mind uninvited.

Before she could speak it aloud, Sparrow did.

“This structure was not built to exist quietly,” Sparrow said.

Charlotte’s gaze remained fixed on the projection.

“What was it built to do?”

Sparrow met her eyes.

“To channel.”

The emerald pulse expanded again.

Stronger this time.

The War Room sensors responded with a sharper tone.

Marin’s fingers hovered over the table interface.

“This level of stabilization requires an anchor,” she said.

Charlotte frowned.

“Anchor?”

Marin nodded.

“Resonance systems of this scale cannot sustain themselves without a stabilizing frequency source. Without one, the signal would collapse.”

Charlotte understood immediately.

“Someone activated it.”

Marin didn’t answer right away.

She didn’t need to.

The projection spoke for itself.

The emerald pulse did not falter.

It did not fluctuate.

It did not weaken.

It remained steady.

Controlled.

Deliberate.

Charlotte’s voice lowered.

“How long until the amplification becomes unstable?”

Marin ran a rapid predictive analysis.

The results appeared instantly.

She didn’t like what she saw.

“It already is.”

The emerald pulse expanded again.

And this time—

It grew stronger.

The emerald pulse did not fade.

It intensified.

Not dramatically. Not violently. But unmistakably.

The War Room sensors registered the shift immediately. The low harmonic tone beneath their feet deepened by a fraction—subtle enough that an untrained ear might dismiss it, but impossible to ignore for those who understood what it meant.

Marin saw it first in the data.

The resonance intake vectors widened.

Not by much.

Just enough.

She expanded the projection without speaking, isolating the energy flow lines feeding into the buried structure. They extended outward like invisible roots, stretching beneath rivers, rock, and soil, drawing resonance inward from every direction.

The scale was immense.

Far larger than any known resonance amplifier Marin had ever encountered.

Charlotte watched the projection carefully, her mind already moving ahead.

“It’s accelerating.”

Marin gave a small nod.

“Yes.”

She adjusted the temporal overlay, compressing the last eleven days of recorded fluctuation into a continuous visual stream.

The emerald pulse flickered.

Collapsed.

Restarted.

Collapsed again.

Over and over.

Unstable.

Until six hours ago.

Then something changed.

The pulse stabilized.

It became steady.

Sustained.

Controlled.

Charlotte understood immediately what that meant.

“Someone completed the activation sequence,” she said.

Marin didn’t argue.

There was no argument to make.

Sparrow stepped around the edge of the table, her projected form casting no shadow but carrying presence nonetheless.

“Helix sensor arrays detected no such anomaly prior to eleven days ago,” Sparrow said. “Environmental resonance stability in the Amazon basin remained within expected baseline parameters.”

Ayla’s gaze remained fixed on the projection, her breathing shallow.

“It was sleeping.”

Marin glanced toward her.

“Yes.”

Ayla stepped closer, drawn by something deeper than curiosity.

“Not gone,” she continued quietly. “Not destroyed.”

Her voice lowered further.

“Waiting.”

Charlotte studied her carefully.

Ayla did not dramatize her perceptions. She described what she felt with precision.

And what she felt now was not natural.

Marin overlaid planetary resonance flow patterns onto the display.

The emerald structure did not merely collect energy.

It regulated it.

Controlled its distribution.

Directed it outward again.

A conductor.

The word returned with greater certainty this time.

Charlotte spoke it aloud.

“A conductor.”

Marin nodded.

“Yes.”

Sparrow tilted her head slightly, acknowledging the accuracy of the designation.

“The structure is acting as a planetary resonance modulation system.”

Charlotte glanced toward her.

“Plain terms.”

Sparrow smiled faintly.

“It is redirecting Earth’s natural resonance.”

The simplicity of the statement made its implications heavier.

Ayla’s hand trembled slightly at her side.

“It shouldn’t be possible.”

Marin did not respond immediately.

Because it was possible.

They were looking at it.

Charlotte leaned closer to the projection, studying the structural scan beneath the rainforest canopy.

“Origin?”

Sparrow answered without hesitation.

“Unknown.”

Charlotte frowned.

“Nothing in Helix archives?”

“No,” Sparrow said.

Not hesitation.

Certainty.

Charlotte absorbed that.

Helix archives contained resonance data spanning centuries. Ancient structures, lost artifacts, dormant glyph systems—cataloged, studied, understood.

This was not among them.

Which meant one of two things.

Either Helix had never discovered it.

Or someone had hidden it.

Marin expanded the geological cross-section further.

Stone.

Root.

Water.

Then—

Geometry.

Not natural.

Structured.

Intentional.

Ayla exhaled slowly.

“It’s deep.”

Marin nodded.

“Very.”

Charlotte’s voice lowered.

“Depth alone wouldn’t hide it.”

Sparrow’s eyes flickered faintly, data streams passing invisibly through her projection.

“It did not need to hide,” she said.

Charlotte looked at her.

“It was inactive.”

Marin understood immediately.

Dormant resonance systems emitted no detectable signature.

They existed.

But they slept.

Until activated.

Charlotte straightened slightly.

“Something changed eleven days ago.”

Marin isolated the earliest stabilization point again.

“Yes.”

Sparrow expanded the sensor resolution.

A secondary signal appeared.

Faint.

Embedded within the emerald pulse.

Marin’s eyes narrowed.

There.

A stabilizing frequency.

Artificial.

Inserted.

Not part of the original structure.

Charlotte saw it too.

“That’s the anchor.”

Marin nodded.

“Without it, the system couldn’t stabilize.”

Ayla’s voice was barely audible.

“Someone woke it.”

The War Room lighting dimmed again as Helix redirected processing resources toward the anomaly.

Charlotte stepped back slightly, her thoughts already moving toward inevitability.

“Global effects?”

Marin ran the projection.

Weather systems appeared.

Ocean currents.

Tectonic stability.

Subtle deviations.

Small.

But growing.

“It’s already affecting planetary equilibrium,” Marin said.

Charlotte felt the gravity of that settle heavily in her chest.

“How long until escalation?”

Marin did not answer immediately.

She watched the projection for several seconds.

The emerald pulse expanded again.

Slightly stronger than before.

When she spoke, her voice was quiet.

“It has already begun.”

Ayla closed her eyes briefly, steadying herself.

She could feel it now with greater clarity.

Pressure beneath the earth.

Movement where there should be stillness.

Charlotte turned toward Sparrow.

“Source location confirmation.”

Sparrow’s eyes glowed faintly as Helix finalized triangulation.

Coordinates appeared above the projection.

Northern Brazil.

Deep within the Amazon rainforest.

Far beyond any documented excavation site.

Far beyond any modern infrastructure.

Charlotte nodded once.

“Accessibility.”

Sparrow responded immediately.

“The stealth jet can reach operational proximity within nine hours.”

Marin spoke next.

“It will need to remain cloaked. If someone activated that structure deliberately, they may already be monitoring the surrounding region.”

Charlotte didn’t question that assessment.

She trusted Marin’s instincts.

She trusted Sparrow’s data.

She trusted Ayla’s perception.

And she trusted the weight she felt in her own chest.

This was not a minor anomaly.

This was a planetary threat.

Charlotte stepped forward again, her reflection shimmering faintly across the holographic surface.

The emerald pulse continued its steady rhythm.

Controlled.

Patient.

Waiting.

Charlotte’s voice was calm when she spoke.

“But we don’t.”

She looked at Marin.

“Begin mission preparation.”

Marin nodded immediately, her hands moving across the table interface. Helix responded instantly, adjusting operational readiness across multiple systems.

Flight path projections appeared.

Environmental hazard assessments.

Insertion vectors.

All assembling in real time.

Sparrow turned toward Charlotte.

“I will prepare the jet.”

Charlotte met her gaze.

“Full cloaking.”

Sparrow smiled faintly.

“Already done.”

Ayla exhaled slowly, though the tension in her chest remained.

The disturbance had not lessened.

It had grown clearer.

Stronger.

More insistent.

Charlotte looked at each of them in turn.

Marin.

Ayla.

Sparrow.

Her team.

Her family.

The emerald pulse continued beneath the rainforest.

Drawing energy.

Amplifying it.

Changing the balance of the world itself.

Charlotte spoke with quiet certainty.

“We leave immediately.”

The War Room lights dimmed further as Helix shifted into full mission readiness.

Far below the Amazon rainforest, the emerald conductor continued its steady, patient rhythm.

And for the first time in centuries—

It had been noticed.

Helix Hollow transitioned smoothly from observation to action.

It did so without urgency.

Without alarm.

But with unmistakable intent.

Across the underground facility, systems awakened in silent coordination. Resonance shields reinforced their perimeter integrity. Surveillance protocols expanded outward, filtering satellite feeds and atmospheric data for any sign of external awareness. Flight readiness systems initialized beneath layers of reinforced hangar shielding.

The War Room remained the center of it all.

The emerald pulse hovered above the holographic table, its steady rhythm unchanged.

Marin stood motionless before it, watching as Helix refined its analysis with microscopic precision. Every fluctuation, every resonance intake vector, every structural inference layered itself into the growing profile of the anomaly.

The more Helix learned, the clearer the truth became.

This was not a recent construction.

It was ancient.

Older than any resonance infrastructure humanity had ever built.

And someone had awakened it.

Behind her, the War Room doors opened once more.

Mason Ward entered with measured calm, his presence grounding in a way that required no psychic ability to understand. He did not rush. He did not demand explanation.

He simply approached the table and observed.

His eyes moved across the projection, absorbing the anomaly in silence.

Charlotte stepped beside him.

“Status?” he asked quietly.

Marin answered without turning.

“Planetary-scale resonance conductor. Activated eleven days ago. Stabilized six hours ago.”

Mason studied the emerald pulse.

“Deliberate?”

“Yes,” Marin said.

No hesitation.

No uncertainty.

Mason nodded once.

He didn’t ask how.

He didn’t ask why.

Those answers would come.

Right now, only one question mattered.

“Impact?”

Charlotte answered.

“Escalating.”

Mason’s gaze remained fixed on the projection.

“How much time?”

Marin brought up the predictive models again.

The projections had not improved.

“If siphoning continues uninterrupted,” she said carefully, “planetary resonance imbalance will accelerate. Environmental destabilization will follow.”

Mason didn’t need elaboration.

He had seen enough during his time with the Circle to understand what destabilization meant.

Storm systems.

Seismic disruption.

Ecosystem collapse.

Not immediate.

But inevitable.

He turned slightly toward Charlotte.

“Location confirmed?”

Charlotte nodded.

“Northern Amazon basin.”

Mason’s expression remained calm.

“Accessibility?”

“Sparrow has prepared the jet.”

He looked toward the AI projection.

She returned his gaze with a faint, knowing smile.

“Flight readiness achieved. Cloaking fully operational. No external detection.”

Mason inclined his head once.

“Good.”

He returned his attention to the projection.

The emerald pulse expanded again.

Subtle.

But stronger.

Ayla’s breath caught.

She felt it more clearly now.

The strain had become pressure.

Like something pulling at the fabric of the world itself.

She spoke quietly.

“It’s not just drawing energy.”

Marin glanced toward her.

“What do you mean?”

Ayla hesitated.

Searching for words.

“It’s redistributing it.”

The War Room fell silent.

Marin immediately overlaid resonance output vectors.

Ayla was right.

Energy flowed outward from the conductor, spreading along planetary resonance pathways.

Not randomly.

Directed.

Charlotte’s voice lowered.

“To where?”

Marin adjusted the analysis.

The pathways extended outward across the globe.

Diffuse.

Subtle.

But present.

She shook her head slowly.

“It’s too early to determine specific targets.”

Mason understood the implication.

Whatever controlled the conductor had not yet completed its purpose.

This was preparation.

Not culmination.

Sparrow’s voice broke the silence.

“Additional anomaly detected.”

All eyes turned toward her.

Marin refocused the projection.

A secondary signal appeared within the conductor’s resonance core.

Small.

Artificial.

Precise.

Charlotte recognized it immediately.

“The anchor.”

Marin nodded.

“Yes.”

She expanded its signal profile.

It did not belong to the original structure.

It had been introduced.

Recently.

Deliberately.

Mason’s voice remained steady.

“That’s how it was activated.”

Marin didn’t argue.

Without the anchor, the conductor would have remained dormant.

Without the anchor, none of this would be happening.

Charlotte folded her arms.

“Can it be removed remotely?”

Marin shook her head.

“No. Physical interface required.”

Sparrow added, “The anchor’s signal integrity suggests proximity-based stabilization. It must remain physically embedded within the conductor core.”

Which meant whoever activated it was still there.

Or had been recently.

Charlotte spoke the thought aloud.

“We’re not chasing an artifact.”

She looked at Mason.

“We’re chasing whoever woke it.”

Mason met her gaze.

He didn’t smile.

He didn’t frown.

He simply accepted the truth.

“Yes.”

Marin initiated final mission preparation protocols. The holographic table shifted, replacing planetary analysis with insertion vectors, environmental hazard assessments, and approach trajectories.

The stealth jet waited beneath Helix Hollow.

Silent.

Invisible.

Ready.

Ayla stepped closer to the projection one last time.

The emerald pulse reflected faintly in her eyes.

She could feel it now.

Not distant.

Not abstract.

Present.

Aware.

Not conscious.

But functioning.

As though something vast had resumed breathing after centuries of stillness.

She whispered, barely audible.

“It doesn’t know what it’s doing.”

Marin heard her.

“What do you mean?”

Ayla didn’t look away from the projection.

“It’s a machine.”

Her voice remained steady.

“It’s only doing what it was built to do.”

Charlotte understood immediately.

Which meant the true danger was not the conductor.

It was the one controlling it.

Mason turned toward the War Room exit.

“Time to move.”

Charlotte nodded.

Marin shut down the planetary projection, isolating only the mission-critical data streams.

Sparrow’s projection flickered briefly, already transferring her operational focus to the stealth jet below.

Helix Hollow responded to their departure without fanfare.

The War Room doors opened.

The Circle began to move.

Far beneath the Amazon rainforest, the emerald conductor continued its steady rhythm.

Drawing energy.

Amplifying it.

Waiting.

And somewhere in the darkness below the earth—

Someone waited with it.
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Chapter 02: Descent into the Canopy
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The corridor beyond the War Room felt narrower than it was.

Not because Helix Hollow had changed—its geometry remained perfect, its architecture precise—but because the weight of what they’d seen pressed against every step the Circle took away from the holographic table.

Behind them, the emerald pulse continued somewhere on Marin’s screens, tracked and watched by Helix’s autonomous systems.

Ahead, the stealth jet waited.

The transition from the War Room to deployment was seamless by design. Helix Hollow existed to remove friction. The Circle didn’t waste time arguing about whether a threat was real. They didn’t need dramatic alarms or frantic countdowns.

They had data.

They had instinct.

They had each other.

And they had a world whose balance was being pulled out of alignment by something buried beneath a rainforest canopy on the far side of the hemisphere.

The main access elevator opened with a silent glide. The Circle entered in practiced formation, not rigid, but naturally ordered—those who tended to move first already taking their positions, those who watched the perimeter already scanning the corridor reflexively.

Mason stood nearest the door. Calm. Controlled. Unhurried.

Charlotte was beside him, her gaze distant for a moment—not unfocused, but split between the present and the shimmer of possible outcomes she could sense hovering in the edges of her awareness.

Marin stepped in last, her mind already half in the hangar below, listening to the hum of systems she’d built and upgraded
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